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It was a fine, sunny day and Metallica had decided to spend it at the beach. They had been hard at work all 
week, practising in the studio for their upcoming Black Album tour. By Friday, the lads were all starting to feel 
a little frazzled so James had suggested that they have the Saturday off and relax all day. The others had 
readily agreed so early Saturday morning, they had packed their beach gear into the van and drove down to 
Turquoise Cove. It was a little further than some of the other beaches in San Francisco but the good thing 


about it was that only a few people actually knew it was there so it was usually quiet and uncrowded. 


Despite their week's hard work, Jason was feeling energetic and had soon taken to the ocean with his 
surfboard. Kirk had brought his binoculars along to do some bird watching. Not long after they had arrived, he 
had spotted what he thought were some rare birds, nesting on one of the cliff faces. Kirk had found a 
sheltered spot to sit in and was partly hiding in a nook; binoculars turned upwards as he studied the rare bird. 


James and Lars had spread out a massive blanket and were sunbathing together. James lay on his back, gazing 


up at the sky. It was so clear, so blue and so intense that his made his eyes blink and water. James sat up a 


minute, rubbing his eyes then he gazed around the beach. 

Jason was waist deep in the ocean, clutching his surfboard and watching the white foam of the waves roll in 
When he saw a large one approaching, he mounted his board and caught the wave, riding it towards the beach. 
He looked exhilarated but just watching him made James feel sleepy. Once he reached the shore, Jason 


gathered up his surfboard again and sloshed back out in the sea, after another decent wave. 


James heard Lars huffing and felt him move next to him. Turning to look, James saw that Lars was red faced 


and looked pretty uncomfortable. 
"Ugh, it's too hot", Lars groaned. "| feel like a sausage on a barbecue". 


James felt sympathetic towards Lars. Even though he had lived in California for many years now, he still didn't 
like the excess heat. 


"Want a soda?" James asked, shaking the six pack of pop next to him. 
"Ooh yes but don't shake them, they'll explode!" 


James laughed. "Oops, yeah. OK, I'll open one for you". James tugged the ring pull off and the pop inside bubbled 
a little but didn't overflow. 


"Thanks James". Lars accepted the can off his buddy and drank deeply from it. "Ah, that's much better". 

"It is hot", James agreed, opening a can of pop for himself. "| can't even feel a breeze coming from the sea’. 
"Jason's sucking them all up with his surfing", Lars giggled. 

"Yeah", James agreed, flopping back down on the blanket. He stretched out, relaxing and listening to the sound 
of the ocean waves and the cries of the sea birds. All was quiet for a few minutes, then James heard Lars 


sigh and sit up. 


"Ah, it's no good, I'm still too hot. | know what will help". Lars scrambled up and brushed the sand off his legs. 


"Be back in a minute", he said to James. 
"Ok buddy", said James. 


Lars trotted over to where their van was parked a short distance away and soon returned, carrying something 


under his arm. "The sunshade", Lars said triumphantly, sticking the pole into the sand by his and James blanket. 


"Hey, good thinking’, said James. The sunshade was large; big enough for both James and Lars to fit under. 


"There, much better now", said Lars, sighing in relief at the comfortable temperature. 

"Say, sunshade is a bit of an odd word, don't you think so James?" 

"Is it?" James asked. 

"Yeah. It's a word made up of two opposite things. Sun and shade". 

"Ohh, yeah", said James. "| never thought of it that way". 

Lars smiled and ruffled James’ hair. He gazed out to the sea, where Jason was still enjoying catching waves. 
"Hmm, | can see another opposite thing too", Lars said. 

"What is it dude?" 

"The sea and the beach. The sea is wet and made up of one big, urm..lump of water". 

James sniggered. 

"Ohh, James, you know what | mean. | can't think of a better word". 

"Body?" 

"Body of water? OK, yeah, sounds good. Then the beach is dry and made up of millions of tiny grains of sand’. 
"Its wet where it's under the sea though", James grinned. 

“Asswipe, that's just nit picking", snorted Lars. 

"Hahaha, sorry", said James. He nudged Lars gently. "So, how and the sky and the sun then?" 

Lars looked up at the vivid blue sky. "I dunno, what's opposite about them?" 

"The sun's yellow and the sky is blue", said James. "They're opposite colours on the colour spectrum". 
"Woh, yeah, | never thought of that’, said Lars, impressed. 

"IFs kind of like when you have green grass and..um, what colour is opposite to green?" James asked. 
"Magenta, | think". 


"OK then So like when you see a magenta flower against green grass". James had another drink of pop, finishing 


off the can. "Which flowers are magenta, Lars?" 

Lars thought about it for a moment. "Roses. Not red once..magenta ones". 

"Do you get magenta roses?" 

"Sure. They come in all colours". 

James hoped that Lars was right; he thought that a magenta rose would look pretty. 
“Awesome. OK then, what colours are left in the spectrum?" 

"Hmm, red and cyan", said Lars. 


"Oh great. So if you have..." James glanced up the beach, where he saw an ice dream man.."A mint ice cream 


and it has strawberry chips instead of chocolate chips, that'd make opposite colours too". 
"James, mint ice cream is green, not cyan’, Lars said. 

‘Its pale green. It looks almost cyany". 

"No it doesn't, it looks green". 

"Alright then, smart ass. Can you think of a proper cyan coloured ice cream?" 

Lars screwed up his nose to think. "Blueberry?" he suggested. 

"Ha, no, that's purple! Maybe..blue bubblegum?" 

Nah, that's usually a really bright blue" said Lars. 


James stood up, brushing sand off his arms. "Tell ya what", he said. “All this talk of ice cream is making me 
fancy one. Shall we go buy some?" 


FEB R IRE IEIIEIEE 

Five minutes later, James and Lars returned to their blanket with an ice cream each. They had asked their pals 
if they'd wanted one and Jason had said he would have one when he'd finished surfing and Kirk said he didn't 
fancy one just then 


"You were right Lars", James admitted, staring at his mint ice cream. "It's very green’. 


"And mine is very purple", said Lars, admiring his blueberry ice cream for a second before diving on it with 


gusto. It was cold and delicious; just the right thing to eat at the beach. James licked around his ice cream, as 


it was staring to melt and dripping onto the cornet. 


"Did you see, that guy had 30 flavours of ice cream and none of them were cyan" said Lars, in between licks. 


"Somebody should invent cyan ice cream". 

"Nah, | bet it'd taste gross", said James. "Plus, it'd probably look radioactive or something’. 

"But then we could put strawberry chips on it and make more opposites", Lars insisted. 

James gazed at Lars and smiled. His cheeks were flushed from the heat, his hair was slightly damp and was 
sticking to the back of his neck. He had ice cream round his mouth, which he licked off quickly before 
continuing with his cornet. 

Lars looked so cute at the moment! 

"I can think of another opposite", said James. "A really obvious one". 


"What is it?" Lars asked, curious. 


"Me an’ you", said James. "I'm blonde and you've got dark hair. | play guitar, you play drums. You're all 


confident and talk a lot and l'm, uh.." (James blushed).."Sorta more shy". 


Lars gazed at James, thinking that he looked adorable with his pink cheeks and head hanging down so that his 


blonde waves covered his face. 


"Aww James, you've come on loads since I've known you", said Lars encouragingly. "You're much more confident 
Y Y gingly 


now". 
"You really think so?" 

"Yeah". Lars winked at James. "You asked the guy for ice creams". 
"Dick", said James, though he was grinning. "So, what do you reckon?" 
"About what?" 

"About us being opposites?" 

"Hm..yeah. Yeah, | think we are". Lars moved a little closer to James. 


James put his arms round Lars and pulled him into a hug. "And you know what they say about opposites, don't 
ya?" 


Lars returned James’ hug, holding him close. He could feel James melting ice cream pressing against the back 


of his shirt but he didn't care. He gazed up at James. 
"What do they say?" 


"They attract", murmured James, before pressing his lips against Lars' and kissing him softly. 


The End 


